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The blaze on the third is tinged like the rose,
From the fourth a column of black smoke goes.

Orion
Can you see all this ?

Hugo

I see and hear;
The lights and hues are vivid and clear.

Spirits (sing at the first altar)
Hail, Mammon ! while man buys and barters,

Thy kingdom in this world is sure,
Thy prophets thou hast and thy martyrs,

Great things in thy name they endure ;
Thy fetters of gold crush the miser,

The usurer bends at thy shrine,
And the wealthier nations and the wiser

Bow with us at this altar of thine.

Spirits (sing at the second altar)
Hail, Moloch ! whose banner floats blood-red

From pole to equator unfurled,
Whose laws redly written have stood red,

And shall stand while standeth this world;
Clad in purple, with thy diadem gory,

Thy sceptre the blood-djripping steel,
Thy subjects with us give thee glory,

With us at thine altar they kneel.

Spints (sing at the third altar)
Hail, Sovereign 1 whose fires are kindled

By sparks from the bottomless pit,
Has thy worship diminished or dwindled ?

Do the yokes of thy slaves lightly sit ?
Nay, the men of all climes and all races

Are stirred by the flames that now stir us;
Then (as we do) they fall on their faces,

Crying, e Hear us !   0 Ashtaroth, hear us 1'